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(This isn't real luckily) 


Idk where l'm going with any of this but I'm having a blast! Thanks for all the amazing feedback on the last 


stories, it means so much. 


10/13/12 


He woke up before the sun started to peek through the blinds. The sleek alarm clock read 4:30 AM in its 


cheery warm glow, and James sat up, running his hands through his hair. 


"Fuck me," he muttered. He knew he wouldn't be able to get back to sleep, not even if he woke Lars up for 
comfort, and he still felt nervous about doing that. 


His first morning out had been a lot better. Everyone came to see him and he'd been so overwhelmed and 


happy and full of real food that he'd slept soundly until nine or so, when Lars gently woke him with promises 


of breakfast. 


He'd hoped the pattern was broken. He drummed his fingertips on his knees, breathing in short gasps. Breakfast 
was always at five AM. Before that, a shower. That wasn't required of him, but it was the only time he'd ever 


felt relatively safe in the cell, mostly hidden from view. 


He'd taken a shower last night, though, right before bed. Doing it again just a few hours later would be a 
waste of water, a waste of Lars' money. 


He couldn't eat yet, either. It wouldn't be time until 5:00, and anyway he hadn't cooked anything but instant 


noodles since he was twenty-four (not that he'd been much of a cook back then anyway). 


He shivered and fell back into bed, paralyzed to do anything else. He felt awful, lazy. Lars was doing so much 


for him and now he couldn't even move to repay him with so much as a bowl of cereal. 


The body next to him stirred, and Lars blinked at him groggily. "Hey, Cowboy. Whatcha doing?" He asked. The 
nickname was teasing, but gentle, a reference to the 10's western-style mustache he'd refused to part with. It 
was easier for James to process that than "baby," which he'd been called a handful of times and still made 
him feel weird. 


James shrugged one shoulder. "| uh, thought | was gonna be able to sleep through this. Yesterday was the 
first time I'd slept that late in years, | just.. old habits, you know?" 


He could feel his cheeks getting hot. Lars sat up and stretched. "That's all right, I'll just have to tire you the 
fuck out tonight, huh? You hungry?" 


James glanced at the clock and nodded, a shy smile spreading over his face. Lars grinned back "The way to a 
man's heart, am | right?" 


He was allowed to cook for himself. He was humiliated by the fact that he had to make Lars tell him that, 


word for word, but now he knew for sure and that fact made him feel better. 


"And you can eat whenever, you know." He stood behind James at the breakfast counter, absently running his 
hands through James’ hair. 


"That way you don't have to wake me up at the ass crack of dawn" 


James stiffened and felt the hands in his hair stop, move to his shoulders. Lars' voice softened to that 
careful, reassuring tone that always made James feel so safe. 


"Hey, I'm sorry. That was a pretty fuckin’ thoughtless thing to say. | don't mind getting up with you if that's 


what you need" 

James closed his eyes, feeling stupid and whiny and childish again. "Sorry," he mumbled. 

"Don't be. It isnt your fault. | don't mind waking up whenever you need me. To be honest I'm stoked just to get 
to look at you every day." He squeezed James’ shoulders and moved to the other chair, pouring his own bowl 


of Cheerios. 


James blushed. "Whatever you say." 


2/12/13 


James woke up at seven now. It was still two hours earlier than Lars on an average day, but he didn't mind a 
few hours of alone time anymore. He'd busied himself with learning how to use the iPhone Lars bought him for 


Christmas, and he couldn't get over how easy it was to find out anything he wanted to know. 

The internet privileges before were limited to an apparently ancient email program, and he still couldn't fully 
wrap his head around the internet as a concept. It was pretty cool, though. He re-learned how to boil eggs, 
how to do laundry, how long to cook chicken 

The music was the best part. Metallica was still an awkward subject, but he could listen to anything at all with 
a few clicks. This morning it was the good old Misfits, whose stuff he'd almost never gotten to hear on the 
shitty little radio. The tapes were nice, but his selection was limited. 

He was absently flipping through the newspaper when Lars emerged from the bedroom, disheveled but smiling. 
"Told ya you'd like that thing. You want coffee?" 

James nodded. He still wasn't comfortable with the machine, which was a far cry from the Mr. Coffee 
percolator they'd had at the old apartment. He was afraid of breaking it, the way he was so many things in 
the house. 

He cleared his throat. "Hey, can | have a bath this evening?" 


The tub was huge, bigger than James had ever seen outside MTV, and he'd never felt bold enough to ask to 


use so much water. Lars didn't bat an eye. 
"Sure. Want to be alone?" 


James shook his head. 


The water was warm and sweet-scented enough to make him feel dazed, almost high. He settled into the crook 


of Lars' neck and closed his eyes, sighing while Lars pet his freshly washed hair. 


He'd meant to use his just-renewed driver's license to go and get it trimmed, but in the parking lot he'd had 
what his new state appointed "Sorry we fucked you up" therapist identified as a panic attack 


It happened again at home when he'd asked Lars to do it instead. It had taken two hours of crying and deep 
breathing, but they'd gotten it done. Lars had held him just like this, kissed his tear-stained swollen cheeks and 
called him brave. 

He hadn't felt brave so much as embarrassed, but he didn't mind the attention. Lars and the therapist had 
both told him the hair thing was about loss of control, which made sense. He was still deciding what he wanted 


to look like, free of anyone stopping him. Maybe he'd cut it short again someday, but not any time soon. 


Lars pat his arm, bringing him back to the present. "Ready to hit the hay, cowboy? You're fallin’ asleep on me." 


James rolled his eyes at the heinous attempt at a southern accent. 

"Mmm, five more minutes? It's nice." 

Lars sighed. "Fine, but thats it. After that I'm getting out, if you drown its your problem." 

James grinned sleepily. "You aren't gonna let me drown. Anyway l'm a badass, three feet of water ain't shit" 


It was a joke, but he still surprised himself by saying it. Lars laughed. "Fuck yeah you are." He traced the 
outline of the tattoo on James’ shoulder. "My badass." 


James knew he was blushing again, just as well as he knew Lars would kindly chalk it up to the heat of the 
water. That was good enough for now. 


Take 2 


Author's Notes: 
(American horror story voice) surprise bitch, bet you'd thought you'd seen the last of this! Just a little 
Drabble-ish something to get me back to writing. 


1/12/14 
He was dreaming. 


He was such an open book, even if he didn't realize it. Lars usually had some idea of what was going on in that 


head, at least while he was awkake. Dreams were different. 


This dream seemed nice, though. James was laying still on his side, hair fanned out on the pillow and a soft 
half-smile on his sleeping face. Lars resisted the urge to wake him, the nagging bratty kid who had to know, 
not just suspect. 


He let him sleep. James could never remember his nice dreams anyway. 

It was almost 8 in the morning, late for both of them- especially for James, who'd probably be slightly 
nervous and fidgety when he realized he'd slept well past the time he'd spent the better part of two decades 
acclimating to. 

Still, it was rare for him to get a solid, uninterrupted eight hours, and Lars couldn't take that from him. The 
first few months had been hell on him, and Lars quietly lamented how fucked the world was to finally let him 


out only to make him too traumatized to enjoy it. 


He'd woken up that second night, hair plastered to his neck with sweat and face red. "I've gotta- they're 


gonna-" 
Lars had tucked him back in, cradled James’ head against his chest, whispered him back to sleep. The pattern 
had repeated itself every other night for months. Sometimes James would talk about it, more often he 


wouldn't, or couldn't. 


Now, James rolled over, eyes fluttering. "You okay, bud?" Lars asked softly. James yawned, settled his head 
under Lars' chin. "Yeah, I'm good," he murmured. He wiggled his neck up and glanced at the clock, sighing. 


"IFs late," he mumbled. "Slept the whole morning away." 


"Not the whole morning. And you were cute, | couldn't wake you up. You were dreaming.’ 


James grinned. "Yeah. It was nice." 
Lars paused, raising his eyebrows. "You remember what happened in it?" 
"No, just that it was nice. Give me my glasses, huh?" 


Lars handed them over and James sat up in bed, running his hands through his messy long hair. "Gonna go 
make us coffee, then maybe you can help me remember," he said. 


He stood and stretched. "I think there was a weird little European involved, though." 


He dodged the pillow Lars threw at him like a professional. 


